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waves, the scudding sky, the opposite shore revealed by a
blood-red flash, were touched by the hand of a master who
had never failed.

The applause was a genuine verdict, and the company
after a time began to disperse about the house and gardens.
A small circle remained, and passing the silken rope,
approached and narrowly scrutinised the picture. Among
these were Theodora and Lothair, the chief patron of
British art, an R.A. or two, Clorinda, and Lady Beatrice.

Mr. Phoebus, who left the studio but had now returned,
did not disturb them. After awhile he approached the
gioup. His air was elate, and was redeemed only from
arrogance by the intellect of his brow. The circle started
a little as they heard his voice, for they had been unaware
of Ms presence.

* To-inorrow/ he said, * the critics will commence. You
know who the critics are ? The men who have failed in
literature and art/

CHAPTER XXXVI.

THE lodge-gato of Belmont was opening as Lothair one
morning approached it; a Hansom cab came forth, and in
it was a person whoso countenance was strongly marked
on the memory of Lothair. It was that of his unknown
friend at the Fenian meeting. Lothair instantly recognised
and cordially saluted him, and his greeting, though hur-
riedly, was not ungraciously returned ; but the vehicle did
not stop. Lothair called to the driver to halt, but the
driver on the contrary stimulated his steed, and in the
winding lane was soon out of sight.

Theodora was not immediately visible.    She was neither
in her usual apartment nor in her garden ; but it was only